Working hard, he thought highly of his work. Unremittingly and unbelievably industrious, he issued numerous books of engravings after his water colors and illustrations that brought him high praise and recognition. A member of the Royal Academy from I802, his pictures sold well and at high prices. These were gladly paid, al-
though some patrons grumbled at having to pay extra for the frames. To keep prices up, he reacquired his own drawings and even paintings when they appeared at auction; to keep standards up he bought the plates of engravings after his works so that they would not be reused in issues of lesser quality. In I843, Turner, then sixty-eight years old, went to see his agent, Thomas Griffith, with a bundle of sketches rolled up under his arm. He wanted to raise money toward the publication of a new set of engravings; for these works he always set the highest standards, securing the best engravers available and personally supervising every detail. Not that he really needed the money, for he was as rich as he was famous. Yet the fortune he had amassed he carefully reserved for various charitable plans, a home for old artists, and the proper installation of the works he was going to bequeath to the nation.
The drawings he brought to Griffith were what one might call modellos, based on sketches made in Switzerland in the summers of 1840 and I841, for Griffith to show to clients and collectors, who were to choose scenes that appealed to them and commission Turner to execute finished water colors. Turner had attempted the same-but for him quite unusual-plan in I842. At that time he had offered a choice of fifteen sketches from which he intended to make ten finished works. To show what their quality would be, he had submitted four in their final state.
John Ruskin, in the Epilogue to the catalogue of the I878 exhibition of his own collection of Turner drawings, reported at humorous length on the first conversation between Turner and Griffith on the subject of this particular series.
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The His admiration for this work was not, however, complete; surprisingly enough he then betrayed the naturalistic bias of Turner's detractors: "An inestimable drawing, but with bad faults, of which I need not point out more than the coarse figure drawing, and falsely oblique reflection of the sun." In additional notes in the catalogue a friend of Ruskin, the Reverend W. Kingsley, refutes the criticism of "too blue," yet he also explains it away with the naturalistic approach typical of his period: "Look quietly at this drawing for a little time and I think you will feel that it is not too blue, but does most truly give the effect of the instant before the sun appears over a mountain. Before you venture to criticise it be sure that you have watched one hundredth of the sunrises Turner studied," to which, in a footnote, Ruskin answered superciliously: "Quite right, my dear old friend;-just what I wanted to say of it, but hadn't time.-J. R."
We have been brought to accept so much under the terms of art within the last fifty years, we are so far removed from the conceptions, rules, and regulations of landscape painting in the first half of the nineteenth century, that we can hardly understand the objections raised: "too blue," coarse figure drawing, and faulty Our water color is in the freshest state imaginable. This is always an important aspect to be considered with Turner's water colors, for, sparkling fireworks that they are, like fireworks they fade away. As was the habit in Turner's time, and still is, they were framed and hung as the pride of many a drawing room. But exposure to light has done them great harm. Ruskin was acutely aware of this and compared the finished water colors of Turner with pages of a precious manuscript, not to be rashly exposed or handled.
Turner's paintings fared no better. Though he definitely had his eyes set on posterity, he did not gear his technique to it. He developed a highly individual technique, not yet quite understood, to achieve the desired effects in his oils, using the white canvas for transparency, often adding also water color, and working rapidly and extensively with quick-drying mediums on varnishing day, before the opening of Royal Academy exhibitions. At his death, paintings in his damp studio were in a deplorable state: cracked, peeling, rotted, often only shadows of their former glory. Finally, the habit of indiscriminate cleaning and frequent varnishing that was common in the nineteenth century-and far from uncommon today-has added to the ruin of many of his delicate works. So much the more is the pleasure that we can find in our water color, from which Turner's genius shines unimpaired.
For Turner was a genius, not merely the greatest English landscape painter. The main body of Turner's work is anchored in English tradition and taste. He follows the centuries-old English preoccupation with topography, the representation of places seen, loved, and remembered, in the serials of engravings after his water colors, such as the Rivers of England, the Rivers of France, the Picturesque Views on the Southern Coast of England, etc., etc., published during a period of high appreciation for fine engravings. The medium of water color employed by Turner so prolifically, and with such mastery, had never enjoyed as much popularity as it did in England during Turner's lifetime. His much-discussed early seascapes, in keeping with contemporary taste for the Dutch painters of the seventeenth century, reflect Van de Velde; his arcadian landscapes imitate a favorite of English collectors, Claude. His Venetian scenes, of which the Metropolitan Museum owns the resplendent Grand Canal of 1835, follow the English nostalgia for this enchanted city and its representations by Canaletto. But as the years went on, Turner's art left all tradition behind. His late works reach into a lofty and timeless realm of romantic vision. The Lake of Zug-Morning, is one of these.
